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Lady Margaret Hall, which was always an eyesore
in Oxford, into an open-air church with a choir of
many hundreds of ill-trained voices, straining their
gutturals to get melodious sounds from out of their
unmusical systems. I liked a reference Buchman
made to the idea that we who bow to our King,
our Dictator, our Republics, should not hesitate
to bow to the King of kings. It created a melo-
dramatic effect, which even I found quite enter-
taining. It appealed to the sense of melodrama in
me. It appealed to the sentimental in me, and
true to my upbringing I reacted instantly to it. He
had certainly made a point. But when it was all
over, the same Frank Buchman, a citizen of the
United States, or was it Canada ? addressing an
audience which I was given to understand was
composed of men and women from all parts of the
world, led the chorus of "God Save The King/' It
may have been a gesture of goodwill to the people
of the country in which this meeting was held, but
it was more the sort of thing I had expected from
members of the Indian Round Table Conference,
in return for all receptions given in their honour in
this country ; but was the temple of God the right
place for singing the National Anthem ? It was as
if the King of kings had after all taken second place
to the King of England, and that religion was only
secondary to nationality and politics. When Buch-
man asked me what I thought of it all, I told him